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No one would think twice now about a parallel universe 
by middlemarch 


Summary 


Alina had been so sure that he just needed a little more practice. 


Maybe the sky wasn't actually blue either. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


“Just to confirm, you did actually take driving lessons before? This isn’t your first time in a 
car?” Alina said. The orange cones she’d borrowed to help mark out the parking space had 
been taking a beating and she had the sneaking suspicion she was going to have to buy a 
whole new set for Sergio as well as a round of beers the next time the physics department 
went out for drinks. She’d never hear the end of it because she wasn’t exactly going to spill 
the beans about who was responsible for squashing the cones. 


“No. And yes,” Aleksander said. “It’s not that, milaya.” 


“You know, not everyone passes the driving test the first time and that’s perfectly okay,” 
Alina said, trying to sound consoling. At this rate, he might be looking at four or five tries. 
The cones were starting to resemble mango jerky. “And you have to know I don’t mind 
giving you a ride whenever you need, malysh.” 


Such was Aleksander’s frustration that he didn’t even raise an eyebrow at the risqué set-up 
she’d served up, let alone make any kind of comment about the frequency, duration and 
quality of rides she had and would provide. He was really getting down on himself, one of his 
black moods that could take days for him to leave behind, which he insisted had nothing to 
do with PTSD from his time in Ravka. She reached a hand out to his where it gripped the 
steering wheel and stroked the arc between his thumb and forefinger very lightly, tracing the 
outline of his long slender fingers. She was biased, she freely admitted that, but she did think 
he had the most beautiful hands of any man she’d ever seen. The most beautiful and the most 
gentle, except for how he was basically throttling the steering wheel at the moment. 


“T think it’s easier to learn when you’re a kid, like Mal and I did back in Keramzin. You don’t 
think about the consequences as much, you just want the freedom,” she offered. “The open 
road. The DQ. You have somewhere to go, somewhere you want to get to.” 


“Didn’t make sense to drive in the City,” Aleksander said. 
“T know,” Alina said. “But there’s really no rush.” 


“It’s embarrassing now,” Aleksander admitted. “Here, anyway, and who the fuck wants to be 
known as the new professor who can’t drive? I don’t even mean stick, I mean full stop. I’m 
too old for this—how can I expect to get tenure if I can’t even get a license?” 


“You can drive. I’ve seen you, I’ve been in the car with you plenty, I was just teasing before,” 
Alina said. He’d seemed to handle the move effortlessly, the relief of getting to be together 
again after a year-plus of long-distance smoothing out any bumps—except for dealing with 
the car. “Driving isn’t the problem and you know it.” 


“Tt’s this goddamn parallel parking! They don’t even need it here, not like the City,” 
Aleksander said. He was starting to rant, but she would take a rant over a brooding silence 
any day of the week. She did hope he wouldn’t lay on the horn again, because even though 
they were in a big empty parking lot this time and not their leafy residential neighborhood 
where the university housing was, it was still fairly early on a Sunday morning and the car 
horn was just obnoxious. 


“You want to try again or just give it a rest? We could run over to that new café on Gersky, 
Little Palace—they’re supposed to have amazing beignets. And black-and-white cookies, 
your favorite,” Alina said. “I won’t even ask to share those.” 


“You are special, you know that?” He took his hands off the wheel and reached over to cup 
her cheek, grazing her lower lip and then leaning over to drop a kiss on her nose. “Let me 
give it one more try and then we can get some pastries. My treat since you’re driving.” 


Aleksander also paid for the new set of orange cones, the round of beers, a flight of vodkas, 
and got her a punch card at Little Palace before the month was through but by then, he’d 
passed the driving test with his examiner commenting “it’s like you could do this in the 
dark!” and had resolved he would never parallel park for any reason every again (except to 
get Alina those beignets on a Sunday morning.) 


End Notes 


Title is from Terry Pratchett 
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